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Armed with his stick and wearing the same clothes thai he had
worn at his grandfather"s funeral with the band of crepe round
the arm that his French friend had sewn on some seven weeks
ago, he now set out, at a pace as rapid as its direction was mo-
tiveless, towards the southwest. He soon found himself following
the road which led to the village of Street. The road John fol-
lowed now may have been as old as the days of the Saxon King
Ina. whose charter to the Benedictines of Glastonbury is still ex-
tant; but the chances are that in those early times all cautious
travellers leaving Glastonbury for the south followed the Roman
Road, the remains of which lie less than a stone's throw away
from the one upon the surface of which John's stick was now so
sharply and so motivelessly tapping.
But whether he followed a Roman or a Saxon road it is certain
that before he arrived at the village of Street John found him-
self crossing the River Brue at Pomparles Bridge. Mentioned in
a Court Roll of the second decade of the fifteenth century as Pons
Periculosus, it was from this spot or near this spot, Pons Perilis,
Pontparlous, Pontperlus, Pomparles, that the mysterious per-
sonage known as King Arthur threw away his sword Excalibur.
John leaned against the parapet and surveyed the trickling
water of the Brue. There was much mud there, and several ex-
traneous objects carrying little association with Excalibur, rested
half-buried in this mud, while a pathetically small stream of
tawny-coloured water struggled with weakened impetus to deliver
itself of such degrading obstacles. John's eyes, roaming in search
of anything that might recover the ambiguous romance that hung
about the spot, fell eventually upon a dead cat whose distended
belly, almost devoid of fur, presented itself, together with two
paws and a shapeless head that was one desperate grin of despair,
to the mockery of the sunshine.                                  >
Still suffering from a violent reaction against all his mystical
praise of Glastonbury, and suffering also from a too vivid
memory of a dangerous quarrel he had had with Mary the last
time they were together, this encounter with the distorted face
and up-blown belly of this poor corpse caused him a diabolical
twinge of mental and even physical misery. A strange vibration
of malignant revolt against the whole panorama of earth-life took